the midwife of history," said Karl Marx; to try and
fight the Class struggle with paving-stones and plant-
pots as opposed to automatic rifles and field artillery
seems stupid.
Three of us, two Germans and myself, were given
the job of sniping a Fascist position. We were sta-
tioned in a modern block of flats near the Model
Prison. We posted ourselves on different floors. In
an air-raid a corner of the building had been torn
away as cleanly as though by a knife. The high explo-
sive left tie interior of two flats showing to the street
like a dolTs house with its front removed. Pictures
still hung from the walls, a grand piano balanced with
one kg hanging over space. Twin beds lay side by
side, it was indeed an Ideal Homes Exhibition. Lord
Rothermere could have arranged it no better had he
done so personally instead of leaving it to his friends,
Hitler and Franco.
The flat I occupied was in excellent taste. From its
distempered walls hung drawings by Matisse and
Picasso. Hie carpet was a soft shade of grey and
livened by peasant rugs. One side of the wall was
filled by a bookcase, above it the bust of a young girl,
a Mona Lisa in bronze, smiled into space. It was grow-
ing dark; to see the titles of the books I had to turn on
a dark shaded lamp, first drawing the heavy curtains.
It would have been a little ironic for the sniper to have
bera sniped,
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